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Å. up in the coloured bulb-light for ล second ride on our dodgems of logic. Just think of this editorial as one 

of those young men with duck’s-arse quiffs, pebble-dashed complexions and closely-spaced eyes that have been 
applied with ล nail-gun; the ones that can only walk normally on ล lurching sea of wood and who sullenly drop 
your £2.50 in their battered leather shoulder bag while planning to knock up your older sister round the back 

of the hotdog van. Oh, yeah. Yeah, you recognise us now. Give us your lunch money and well let you go. 


Welcome to issue two. We’ve got beautiful girls and strange old men ranting from soap boxes. We've got a 
freak-show of Northampton curiosities. We've got FeeJee Mermaids and the end of civilisation right behind 
these lurid painted curtains, decorated by the best damn deadbeat paraffin-swigging carny embellishers in the 
business. We've even got a free dirty comic book that we'll be handing out behind the main tent after the 
performance. That 's how much we love you. DODGEM LOGIC ~ touching hearts and minds, inappropriately. 


Since we spontaneously exploded howling into being from a quantum vacuum a few months back we've 
attempted to fulfil all of the half-baked promises we made when we were still concussed and babbling with 
our hair on fire. The regional edition scheme has proved much easier to handle as a woolly-minded opium 
vision than as an actuality but gradually we're getting all our excrement together, as the youngsters say, so 
expect some good news on that front by next issue. As for all the wonderful pieces you've been sending in, 
nearly a thousand gems on file at the last count, they're fantastic but we're swamped. We're having enough 
trouble fitting in all of the items that we've actually commissioned to our leisurely bi-monthly schedule, to the 
point where we'll be bumping up our page count to a generous ad-free 64 from issue three (and our price to a 
frankly greedy £3.50), so please accept our genuine apologies but we can't take in any unsolicited submissions. 
Really, we should have made that clear in the first issue's indicia, if we'd remembered to include one. Sorry, 
they say, is the second hardest word. The hardest word is probably sesquipedalian. So, yes, we're contrite on 
the one hand, but on the other hand we're wearing an ermine glove with which we're grabbing our crotches 
in sheer self-satisfaction: our web-abattoir, www.dodgemlogic.com , now fully up and running, is the finest | 
and indeed only site that Pve ever seen. We managed to get 300 extra-sumptuous Dodgem Hampers to Spring | 
Boroughs sheltered housing residents in time for Christmas, we’re currently checking out premises to be used 

as a central Dodgem Bunker for when it all goes a bit Bruno Ganz in Downfall, and we find ourselves the proud | 
sponsors of local hoop-gods NORTHAMPTON KINGS, for whom we’re presently designing the most 

murderously cool vests in the annals of basketball. Oh, yeah, and next issue we have Gorillaz in the midst, so 

basically that’s pretty much us a thousand, society nil. Lips 2 the floor, western culture. We'll see you in April. 
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Dodgem Logic, Issue Two. So in your face all those publications that only reached issue one, like the Bible and that. February- March 2010. co published by Mad Love (Publishing) I td, and Knockabout comics I td, notforgetting a big 
shout out to our reptilloid buddies in the Majestik 12 community: looking good. guys. The entire contents of Dodgem Logic are copyright their individual creators. Allrights reserved. No part of this magazine can be reproduced in any way, 
save brief excerpts for review purposes, without the written permission of M. * pam (Publishing) Lid, and/ or the individual creators in question. We re serious: don’tmess with us on this one. We're on firstname terms with ancient ` 
demonic forces, and those little scamps will totaltyfuck you. Dodgem I ogicis neither seeking nor accepting submissions in the immediate future, nor are we offering subscriptions until we're sure this whole venture isn't going to end up with 
usin debtor’s prison getting bummed by Bernard Madoff. If we change our minds in the future, you Ii be the first to know. Dodgem Logic is designed by Gav and Alix at Wallace Create (www.wallacecreate.com). Printed by Southern Print 
(www.southernprint.co.uk) and distributed by Central Books and Diamond Distributers. All enquiries. please contact Queen Calluz at P.O Box 927, Northampton, NN1 9DT or by e-mail atinfo@dodgemlogic.com, unlessyou are that 
guy who posted us the stuff about breast milk and thigh boots, in which case be advised that you're creeping us the fuck out and getin touch with Razzle or something instead, ok? For enquiries ร ง ล ิ ต ย ง น ะ Regional Insert Scheme, contact 
Queen Calluz at the above addresses. And especially for Kevin O° Neill, chere! There’s your fucking indicia that we missed outin Issue One. Happy now? 
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ind destroy passers-by. In 
206 when f at's a normal 
Friday night out in any town 
centre, should we be taking 
ล closer look at history’s 


LÀ 


supposedly scaries 
او وی‎ movement? 


Vioore investigates. 


aes‏ یا ہا 


کسر ہیں 


لک کا 


så 


The word ana rchy comes with a lot of 
baggage. It conjures images of men in capes 
and broad-brimmed hats clutching black 
bowling balls with fizzing fuses and the 
helpful legend BOMB scrawled on the side 
in white emulsion. It's become a kind of 
shorthand standing for the breakdown of 
society and order into screaming chaos: into 
a Hieronymus Bosch landscape px ipulated by 
looters, berserkers, giants with leaki ng boats 
for feet and eggshells for a be dy. In the tabloid 
mass-mind, anarchy has been boiled down 
into an ultra-violent and demented version of 
Spy vs. Spy, adapted from a screenplay by 
Xasputin and the U nabomber. Hard ly an 
attractive proposition, and yet throughout 
history this is the cause to which some of our 
ا‎ 6311851 and most humane thinkers have 
subscribed, and to Which countless thousands 
of brave men and w omen have devoted or 
indeed have given up their lives. If] Jarwin in 
his later years came tO see anarchy as the most 
sensible politica] Position can we casually 
dismiss it, either as a Wild Utopian dream or 
AS a recipe for how]i ng bedlam? Before we 
toss anarchy onto the scrapheap of discarded 
ideas alongside the Flat Earth theory and 
110% mortgages, perhaps we could make an 
attempt to find out what the word actually 
means? 


LL 2 As often proves to be the case with words, the 

` Greeks most definitely had one for it, In this 
case anarchos, meaning ‘without rulers. It 

— would seem upon the surface to bea stt erdt 
forward notion, but its full ramifications anc 7 
difficulties only become visible through close 


examination. For example, if there are no rulers, 
their own judgement 


sveryone is free to follow 
in all matters, even in the way they define N. 
- anarchy itself. As you might well imag} ne. d 
has led to a bewildering profusion of anarchist 
subdivisions, categories and splinter - | 
movements with radically different views "x 
and therefore not infrequently at one anot 9 ` 
throats: Communist Anarchists. F ree market 
“Anarchists, Egoist Anarchists, Anarchists — 
Green or Syndicalist, Post-Left or I eminist, 
Anarchists Insurrectionary Or Pacifist. pen 
theres Anarchy Without Adj ectives which å 
sounds entirely sensible despite the fact that the 
words Without Adjectives, used here as a m 
descriptive phrase, are actually ee al 
the functions of an adjective. Faced w itht 0 
stupefying undergrowth of different irme ns 0 
` anarchy, we might be better off returning to 
that first and simplest definition, without 
-___ rulers, and see where we go from there. 
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It could be argued that this state of being 

- without leaders is our natural one, both as a 
species and as individuals. A new-born infant, 
child psychologists inform us, cant at first tell 

- where it ends and where the universe begins. 
The rattle and the cot bars and its mother are 
seen as extensions of itself, no different to the 
baby’s waving arms and legs. When we were 
fresh out of the womb, then, we were not just 
rulers in our own domain: we were its pink and 
wizened deities, were everything we saw or 
heard or touched, were the whole cosmos. Only 
later, after we had learned some rudimentary 
language skills, did we begin to understand the ` 
towering hierarchies of authority, the system of 


gni‏ چچسس 


answerable to our parents who were 
themselves answerable to their bosses and 
their landlords, their constabulary and their ۔‎ 
governments. The governments, presumably, 
were only answerable to the Queen or God or 
someone inaccessible and probably imaginary 
like that. 


مد ——— 
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command that we were on the lowest rung of, 7 


a 


๐ grudgingly accepted that we were not 
even atoms in the cogs of an immense social 
machine that neither we nor anybody that 

„ our great-grandparents knew had ever been 

=. consulted during the construction of. And” 7 - 
yet, just for a moment there, our natural 
assumption in the cradle had been that 

the bunny-rabbit mobile moved the way we 
wanted it to move and that we were in charge 
of our own destinies. We were in charge of- 
everything. | 


‘The same is true of our emergence as ล species, ` 
when we lived as tribal family units in our =~ 
self-governing huts or caves, not vastly 
different from the separate herds or flocks 

of animals around us. And while it may seem 
as if a tribe of people or a herd of animals 
inevitably will be dominated by a patriarch, سے سے۔۔_‎ __ 
a matriarch, an alpha-male or leader, this is ۱ 
not always the case. Our earliest studies with | 
regard to animal behaviour made truckloads |... 
of assumptions that were based upon our own 
behaviour as humans. We identified the leader 
of a pack as being the big male who sorted- سس‎ 
out the territorial disputes and had his pick 
amongst the choicest females, an unlikely 

hybrid of John Wayne and Russell Brand 

that we as humans saw fit to impose on the 
behavioural quirks of deer or wolves alike. 

Only more recently have we accepted that while — — 
the butch alpha male may well be handling all 
the punch-ups, other individuals all seem to 
have their own unique importance to the 
groups wellbeing. Perhaps one might be an 
animal who always seems to find new food or | 
grazing land. Another might be an old female-——-— — == 
whom the other members of the herd or tribe 
will gather round protectively in the event of 
an attack. It would appear that many animal" T7 
societies involve various roles and numerous 
components working in cooperation for the ۱ 
greater good, without the need for anyone ~ 
component of the group to be perceived as 
leader. While Charles Darwin thought that — — 
fierce and often bloody competition was the — 
driving force that guided evolution, there is 

as much evidence suggesting that cooperation — ^ — 
plays an equal if not greater part in the survival 
of the fittest, such as with the sex-crazed and 
agreeable Bonobo chimps that are amongst 
our closest primate relatives. و‎ 


ene . سا‎ 


— no 


Looked at from this perspective, it's not an- 

archy that seems unnatural so much as an 

imposed and non-consensual authority itself. 

——— In any normal human group such as a family— 
or set of friends, excluding members of the 
Cripps or Bloods, do we still think of one 
specific person as the leader? Has there 
genuinely been a head of household since 

. Edwardian times? Mostly, in any halfway — — — 

- functional arrangement there is an informal 

set of checks and balances that can maintain 

the equilibrium without the need for - 

regulation from an outside party. لےپے‎ > 
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Famous defeats, of course, should not be taken as a proof 
that anarchy can never work. The Paris Commune, formed 
during 1789 and run upon anarchist principles was working 
fine until it was suppressed some five years later by the 
armed might of the National Convention in a brutal 
slaughter that killed far more ordinary people than all of the 
French aristocrats who met their end during the revolution 
but is for some reason far less talked about. Almost a 
century earlier, French Huguenots who had established 
working self-sufficient and self-governing communities in 
London's East End were first pushed into staging a protest 
by the imposition of a crippling tax on their sole means of 
income and were then mown down by armed troops who 
were bivouacked in famous Jack the Ripper landmark 
Christchurch, Spitalfields. 


Both these examples seem to indicate that anarchy is 
workable and viable, but also illustrate the fact that it will 


usually be crushed out of existence by the forces of authority 


that it opposes anywhere that it appears. Although 
anarchist theory has continued to develop and progress 
until the present day, where we find fascinating theorists 
such as Temporary Autonomous Zone author Hakim Bey 
amongst the vanguard, there is still no clear consensus on 
how any working anarchist society is to be brought about. 
We cant realistically expect our rulers to sit by and let a 
doctrine that gets rid of them establish itself, nor can we 
suppose that after a few thousand years of having people 
tell us what to do that many of us would be capable of 
handling the alternative. Clearly, a large majority of people 
would need to be educated to a point where they were able 
to direct their own lives without interfering in the lives of 
other people. Just as clearly, it is in the interests of no state 
to educate its people to the point where they could do 
without it. In the present day, the Internet potentially 
provides the means for such an education and even allows 
for the creation of alternate currencies or barter systems 
such as the Green Pound movement that's intermittently 
at large in deprived areas of Britain, in which people who 
are mostly unemployed trade hours of their work-time as a 
method of avoiding the official currency completely. But 
even if we could take advantage of these useful-seeming 
possibilities, is there any conceivable kind of society that 
would permit such forms of self-sufficiency and self- 
empowerment to come into being or be widely practiced? 
In short, how do we get there from here? Where is the 
bridge that's obviously needed between living under 
generally useless or oppressive governments and living in 
the self-determined world that anarchy holds out the hope 
of? Even if such a benign transitional society could be 
imagined, how could it be a society that any anarchist 
would want to be a part of, a society that somehow 
functioned without rulers? as 
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Given the Greek origins of the word anarchy, we could do 
worse than look to ancient Greece for a solution. In the 
city-state of Athens, leadership was managed through a 
process called sortition, which is basically a type of 
government by lottery. In all decisions that concerned the 
state a jury would be randomly appointed from all parts of 
the community by drawing straws or lots. This jury would 
then listen carefully to an informed debate presenting both 
sides of the argument, just as a jury does during a court 
case. After this a vote is taken on the matter and the jury is 
dissolved. This system seems to come much closer to 
fulfilling the conditions of a true democracy, which is to say 
rule by the people, than our current mode of rule by a 
sometimes-elected representative can manage. It is also 
largely corruption-proof. No special interest groups or 
corporations can buy influence in government if no one 
knows who government will be until the next time that the 
straws are drawn. No jury would be likely to vote in a set of 
special privileges for the jury, such as being able to claim 
back expenses on the paddocks for their unicorns, when 
they themselves would no longer be jurors when these 
perks were ushered in. In fact, it would be in the jury's 
interest to vote for those measures that would genuinely 
most benefit the common multitude that they'll immediately 
be returning to after the ballot. 


Obviously, it would take a massive constitutional 
amendment before any such approach could be adopted, 
but is constitutional reform really unthinkable when the 
alternatives are pointless, ineffectual and violent revolution 
or the option of just sitting back and doing nothing as our 
mostly unappointed leaders waltz us into wars, disastrous 
recessions and the possible extinction of our species while 
demanding that we pay them for providing this unasked- 
for service? 


By removing at a stroke the worst excesses and abuse that 
come with leadership, such an Athenian approach might at 
least square the circle with regard to anarchy, allowing a 
society that has coherence and direction without having 
rulers in any conventional sense of the term. In times that 
would seem desperate despite our massive technological 
advances, perhaps we should invite anarchy in from the 
cold and take a closer look at the ideas and possibilities that 
our black-hatted bogeyman might offer us. 
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AN INTRODUCTION TO 


POST-CIVILIZED THEORY 


BY MARGARET KILLIOY 


Well, that civilization thing was interesting, 
now wasnt it? I mean, it certainly seemed 
worth a shot. We got a lot out of it: telescopes, 
wheelchairs, wikipedia. But we also just 
about took out the natural world. Science, 
agriculture, and specialization have done 

a lot for expanding cultural ideas and 
communication, but they've done even more 
for genocide and ecocide. 


So it’s time we gave up the noble, failed 
experiment altogether and moved on to 
something new. 


Premise One: We Hate Civilization 


This civilization is, from its foundation, unsustainable. It 
probably cannot be salvaged, and what’s more, it would be 
undesirable to do so. When we're discussing civilization, we're 
discussing the entirety of the modern world’s organizational 
structures and approaches to culture. We're talking about the 
legal and societal codes that dictate “proper” behavior. We're 
talking about the centralizing and expanding urges of political 
and economic empire. 


Civilization is destroying all life on earth. It’s unsustainable: 
growth-based economies and societies always are. Civilization is 
nigh unredeemable: there seems to be an infinitesimally slim 
chance that civilization will drop its resource over-consumption 
and move rapidly towards a sustainable way of existing. And 
even if it did, we don’t want it. It would still be an imposition on 
our freedom. 


Civilization has been defined in all sorts of ways, but none of 
them actually make it sound very good when you think much 
about it. My dictionary defines civilization as “the stage of 
human social development and organization that is considered 
most advanced.” Aside from being a sort of useless definition, 
this points out the prejudice inherent in civilization. It says: 
“We are advanced. You are primitive. What's more, history and 
development is purely linear in nature, progress only moves 
forward, and any deviation from the course we are on is 
regressive.” 


Another working definition of civilization can be derived from 
Wikipedia, which often provides the sort of cultural consensus 
on a given term. Wikipedia describes civilization as “a society 
defined as a complex society characterized by the practice of 
agriculture and settlement in cities ... Compared with less 
complex structures, members of a civilization are organized into 
a diverse division of labor and an intricate social hierarchy.” 
This definition, too, points out the flaws in civilization. An 
intricate social hierarchy? Why have we all chosen a world that 
puts up with that kind of crap? 


Derrick Jensen, an anti-civilization theorist (but not a 
post-civilized one), has proposed another useful definition of 
civilization: “a culture — that is, a complex of stories, 
institutions, and artifacts — that both leads to and emerges 
from the growth of cities (civilization, see civil: from civis, 
meaning citizen, from Latin civitatis, meaning city-state).” 
Which of course leads us to ask what, exactly, a city is. Derrick 
defines a city, for the purpose of his definition of civilization, as: 
“people living more or less permanently in one place in densities 
high enough to require the routine importation of food and other 
necessities of life.” 


And that, perhaps, is the point of all of this. If a place requires 
resources from elsewhere, everything is fine when they can 
trade for them. But when their farming neighbors experience a 
drought and can’t provide a surplus for trade? Then you have 
war. Great. 


We hate civilization. 
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Post-civilized thought rests on 
three simple premises: 


One: This civilization is, from 
its foundation, unsustainable. 
It probably cannot be salvaged, 
and what’s more, it would be 
undesirable to do so. 


Two: It is neither possible, nor 
desirable, to return toa 
pre - civilized state of being. 


Three: It is therefore desirable 
to imagine and enacta 
post - civilized culture. 


Premise Two: We’re Not Primitivists 


It is neither possible, nor desirable, to return to a 
pre-civilized state of being. Most of the groundwork of 
anti-civilization thought — important work, mind you — 
has been laid down by primitivists. Primitivists believe, by 
and large, that humanity would be better served by 
returning to a pre-civilized way of life. This is not a view 
that we share. | 


Primitivists reject technology. We just reject the 
inappropriate use of technology. Now, to be fair, that's 
almost all of the uses of technology we see in the 

civilized world. But our issue with most primitivist theory 
is one of babies and bathwater. Sure, most technologies are 
being put to rather evil uses — whether warfare or simple 
ecocide — but that doesn't make technology (* The applica- 
tion of scientific knowledge for practical purposes.”) 
inherently evil. It just means that we need to completely 
re-imagine how we interact with machines, with tools, even 
with science. We need to determine whether something is 
useful and sustainable, rather than judging things purely 
on their economic or military value. 


Primitivists reject agriculture. We simply reject 
monoculture, which is abhorrent and centralizing, destroys 
regional autonomy, forces globalization on the world, and 
leads to horrific practices like slash-and-burn farming. We 
also reject other stupid ideas of how to feed humanity, like 
setting 6 billion people loose in the woods to hunt and 
gather. By and large, post-civ folks embrace permaculture: 
agricultural systems designed from the outset to be 
sustainable in whatever given area they are developed. 


Primitivists have done a good job of exploring the problems of 


their critique is un-nuanced. 
What’s more, the societal structure they envision, tribalism 


based on faulty, Eurocentric anthropology), can be socially 
conservative: What many tribes lacked in codified law, they 
made up for with rigid “customs,” and one generation is born 
into the near-exact way of life as their predecessors. 


We cannot, en masse, return to a pre-civilized way of life. And 


of everything that civilization has brought us. We need to look 
forward, not backwards. 


We are not primitivists. 


Premise Three: We Are Post-Civilized 


It is therefore desirable to imagine and enact a post-civilized 
culture. This is something we can do here and now in the 
thrashing endgame of civilization. 


There are so many false dichotomies in the world. The 
amateur and the professional musician both have so much to 
offer, and we post-civilized folks generally cultivate both 


at lens grinding — and optometry — but that doesn’t mean 
you shouldn’t be able to cook a decent meal, or help weed your 
neighbour’s garden. 


One of civilization’s greatest faults is its attempt to 
homogenize a global culture, to spread one set of ideas of how 


music — must be done “properly.” But if you build flat-roofed 


is going to collapse. If you fell trees from a hillside the same as 
you do in the valleys, your soil is going to erode. 


So moving towards post-civilization — with or without 
industrial collapse — is a matter of looking around oneself, 
one’s community, and one’s landbase, and determining what is 
appropriate. What this means is that, in the here and now, 
there are parts of civilized culture we can utilize to our benefit 
that we might not be able to two generations after a collapse. 
For those in the first world, our most abundant resource is 
trash. 


Good food can be rescued and eaten. Rotten food can be 


poisonous city soil. Paper that is blank on one or both sides can 
be bound into notebooks. Other paper can be pulped in a 
blender, spread onto screens, and pressed with a re-purposed 
hydraulic car jack. Roadkill can be skinned and butchered. 
Electric toys can be scavenged, their circuit boards and motors 
repurposed. Used vegetable oil can be rescued out of grease 
traps and used to power our cars or even our generators. 


And the critics will say this can’t work forever, and they'll look 
confused when we nod our heads in agreement. Because we'll 
adapt with the shifting landscape, because what works in one 
time or place may not work elsewhere or elsewhen. 


Civilization thinks that culture naturally trickles down from 
the civil to the savage, from the urban to the rural. 

We don't. 

EE. 


civilization, and for this we commend them. But, on the whole, 


(note that what our society's view of what tribalism is, is mostly 


honestly, most of us don’t want to. We refuse a blanket rejection 


specialized and generalized skills. Someone has got to get good 


everything — from governance to architecture to agriculture to 


houses in cold climates, snow is going to build up and your roof 


composted and used to build raised bed gardens atop otherwise 


If We Had Our Way 


What does a city look like if it’s not a city anymore? The concept 
of the city, as an entity of its own with specified boundaries, 
centralized government, and the routine importation of 
necessities, must be done away with. But we're not all going to 
scatter out into the surrounding countryside, oh no. 


The post-civilized city (Non-city? Urban area? Terminology is 
a bit hard) might look like a city if you ignored its government. 
The society would consist of smaller groups that retain their 


individual identities but are capable of working together for the 
common good. 


We post-civilized people aim to prove that decentralization of our 
culture, economies, and politics is both possible and desirable. 
Every smaller group (some might use the word tribe, but I 
personally shy from it) would make its own decisions, maintain 
its autonomy, and solve problems in the ways that suit its 
constituency. Some might turn to high technology to meet their 
needs and desires. Others might live more simply. But the 
borders between the groups will most likely be blurred, with 
individuals, groups, and families moving between social spheres. 
Honestly, it would socially be much like today, if you removed 
the hierarchy between groups and actively avoided the 
centralizing influence of civilized culture. 


Will these groups ever fight? Probably. No system is perfect, 
and it is better to admit that forthrightly than pretend it is 
otherwise. We paint no utopia here. But there have been 
movements in the past that have developed political structures 
to allow groups with diverse interests to interact peacefully. One 
of those movements that we are influenced by is syndicalism. 


Syndicalism is an economic system totally outside of the 
capitalist/state-socialist dichotomy. It suggests that a federation 
of collectivized trade unions might promote mutual aid between 
members. For a bit of history of when syndicalism successfully 


functioned in a developed nation, look into the Spanish Civil 
War. ۱ 


Mutual aid, then, is the opposite of competition. Wikipedia 
describes it as “the economic concept of voluntary reciprocal ex- 
change of resources and services for mutual benefit.” One of the 
earliest anarchists — and evolutionary biologists — was Peter 
Kropotkin, who advocated against Darwin’s suggestion that 
nature was simply the war of one against all. Instead, he argued, 
intra-species cooperation is at least as much an evolutionary 
force as competition. What’s more, modern science has finally 
come around and has begun to believe him. 


Now, we're not exactly syndicalists, either. Syndicalism is a 
lovely idea, but we're not talking about trade unions, and we're 
not talking about industrialization. We should cling to the 
tenants of historical anarchism no more than we should cling to 
second-wave feminism, or, for that matter, civilization. No, were 
talking about dynamic groups of people coming together 
organically to make the few decisions that would impact the 
non-city at large. 


We're talking about the steampunks over here perfecting solar 
distilleries by use of Fresnel lenses while another group of bike 
enthusiasts over there spends their time racing, doing courier 
work for other groups, and forging bicycles out of found pipe. A 
semi-nomadic clique of teenagers will move out into the wilds of 
the abandoned suburbs and herd goats, while a hermit whiles 
her time growing potatoes in stacked tires and recording 
classical piano onto wax cylinders. 


Someone is going to wire up his Super Nintendo to a solar panel 
array, and folks from all walks of life are going to come over to 
play Street Fighter, or just to watch. We're all going to grow 
most of our own food, and were all going to deal with our own 
trash, wash our own dishes. 
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The Collapse 


And of course, if we had it our way we would move past civilization as peacefully as 
possible, as non-destructively as possible. We would organize from the bottom up. We'd 
present solutions that are so reasonable that those in power with ethics will join us and 
those without ethics will see their economic might dwindle away as more people refuse to 
participate in civilized exchange. 


But this isn’t likely, to be honest. Our society is on a collision course with history. It’s 
possible that the only question is which will collapse first: industrial civilization or the 
earth’s ability to sustain human life. If that's the case, then wed better hope (or act) for 
the former. 


The collapse of industrial civilization, if it comes, will be horrible. Not one of us, not even 
those of us who secretly or openly long for the apocalypse, will enjoy it. But contrary to 
Hollywood lies, the best in people often comes out in crisis. Nothing brings a neighbourhood 
together like a blackout; nothing gets people to sharing like food shortages. (What, you 
thought we'd all hoard our food and then duke it out with shotguns, kill or be killed, 
neighbours setting fire to one another’s houses? Humans don’t always do that. What do 
you think we are, civilized?) 


But if our economy doesn’t give way, and we don’t figure out cold fusion (as well asa 
massive re-stocking of the world’s oceans), well face something much, much worse. 
Ecological collapse will shatter the world as we know it. If any of us are alive when the 
dust has cleared, nothing will be the same. 


We need to be done with civilization as soon as possible, lest civilization destroy us all. 


In The Meantime 


We want to not be civilized any longer. It’s time to move on. We want to reject crazy 
hierarchies and delusional economics, colonialism and nation-states. But it just so happens 
that we aren't given much of a chance to opt out. Civilization has never, not once in its 
history, allowed room for those who aren't civilized to flourish. It’s to the degree that you 
might think this a defining characteristic of civilization: civilization is so afraid of being 
wrong that it simply cannot abide by others who live in other fashions. 


And even if we did successfully opt out, that wouldn’t stop civilization from destroying the 
earth. 


But let’s be optimists again for a second. The earth is going to die or the earth is not going 
to die. Civilization is going to fall, or civilization is not going to fall. What are we going to 
do, here and now, in our lives? 


I don’t want to get into how one might get involved in the epic battle to save the earth, 
destroy civilization, to prevent or promote the collapse of this or that. Those are the sorts 
of ethical choices that one must make for oneself. 


But I will encourage that you find or develop a post-civilized lifestyle. In a way, it's easy. 
Close your eyes, and imagine who you would be without social constraints. What would you 
do if you were dependent upon only yourself, your friends, and the resources you can find 
around yourself. What would you wear? What would you eat? Perhaps the more important 
questions are subtler: how would you treat your friends? How would you like to be treated? 


In the here and now, we learn survival skills: Skinning and tanning and wire'stripping, 
archery and gunpowder-making. Herbalism and acupuncture, yes, but we also study the 
application (and making) of antibiotics, methods of surgery and dentistry. We 
permaculture, we re-wild, and we scavenge the urban, suburban, and rural landscapes 
alike, learning what it means to be sustainable in a dying world. We tear up our lawns and 
leave only gardens. Of course, one day, we're going to tear up the pavement and leave only 


bike paths. 


We practise community responses to problems within our subculture, like how to deal with 
physical and sexual assault without involving the police. We learn about trauma (the hard 
way, most of the time) and how to deal with it. We keep chickens and ducks. We eat 
dandelions and cattails. 


We live, as much as we can, as though civilization were a blight that is behind us already. 
And this, more than any writing, will be our propaganda. Because yes, you can live this 
way. And yes, it is better. A meal means so much more when you grow or gather it yourself, 
and friends are so much closer when they’re treated as equals. Feral in a tailcoat, that’s us. 
When we look at the world around us, we take what we need and compost the rest. 


I'M FEELING RIGHT LUSTY, EVERYONE. BEEFED 
UP IN TEN WAYS YOU KNOW, AND EIGHT YOU 
DONT. LEATHERY, UNFINDABLE. LIKE A BAT? 
NO, THAT'D BE TOO EASY - FOR YOU, AND FOR 
ME. YES, IM FEELING RIGHT LUSTY. I WILL 
۱ 0 ۷ YOU ALL SOON, AND pede ir, 
MC Shen T3 Fev NEWS. 


WHO AMONG US 
CAN OCCUPY OUR 
VALUABLE TIME 
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CONSIDERING THE 
ACTIVITIES 
AND INTERESTS 


ILL BET YOU ARE. YOUR | 
£ GRANDFATHER WENT TO BED | 
ا‎ me,’ TOO, AND REMEMBER WHAT 

Lie | HAPPENED TO HIM. WE 
VISITED ONE WEEKEND AND 

„ALL HELL BROKE LOOSE... 


quim 


IM GOING TO N 


HEY DAD, TELL ME ] AH GOD, LEAVE IT ALONE 
EVERYTHING YOU | JOHNNY- NOTHING | 
KNOW ABOUT ٹر‎ GRIM CAN COME OF THAT 
_GRANDPA! ) OLD CODGER. GO BACK TO | 

—— | BED AND DREAM ABOUT | 
~ SOLDIERS. gr 


ILL TAKE JOHNNY OUT ONA © 
BUS RIDE SO THAT I CAN EXPLAIN 
LIFE'S REALITIES TO HIM. WHILE I'M 

GONE DONT LET OUR DAUGHTER 
ESCAPE. YOU KNOW HOW SHE LIKES 
TO LOOK AT TREES AND THINK g 

ABOUT TURTLES AND L 
GENTLE DOGS. 


"WE COULD HEAR SOUNDS FROM INSIDE BUT HE | 
| WOULDN'T EMERGE. " 


6 0 


THe NOTE SA Ys We 
BORE HIM TO TEARS 
AND HE HATES US ALL. 
SUGGESTS WE DO 
SOMETHING COLORFUL 
INSTEAD OF OUR 
"LIVING DEA Ti 


—— 0 


HE'S SO HARD TO | 
UNDERSTAND. 


POR COM QUA‏ رش شس شش شش ےش ال وت 


ETT —-/ DIDN'T YOU TELL ME ONCE 
THAT GRANDPA WAS A SUPREME | 
COURT JUDGE ON JUPITER? 
— kan T — "—- 


pon 


THE ONLY FACT I CAN TELL YOU 
NOW, IS THAT YOUR GRANDPA 
| WAS A REAL ROYSTER-DOYSTER 
| OF A GUY, WITH NINE 
FRIENDS, INCLUDING HIS OWN | 
| REFLECTION IN A MIRROR. 


r 
۳ 


| JOHNNY. YOUR GRANDPA IS | 
|4 STRANGE MAN, FULL OF کسیر‎ 
E IDEAS AND FUN. MT 


"FROM THAT DAY TO > THIS. T I'VE PRETENDED I WAS 
BORN FROM SNOT.” — | 


BUT ILL ADMIT IT'S 
GALLING. THAT MAN 
MADE MY LIFE HELL WITH 
| HIS STORIES ABOUT SUPER- 
HENS AND LIVING 
>, GARBAGE. 


MoRo ROKOKOA باجح‎ 


DONT FRET, 
PETER. JOHNNY ٣ 
WILL GET EXCITED | 
AND START | 
ASKING ABOUT 
HIS GRANDPA! | 


Bon - 


I WAS BEING SARCASTIC, "4 WE NAMED 
YOU AFTER ١ 
Å HIM BECAUSE WE, 


HA TE روط ا‎ 


"AND HE AFFECTED NOT ONLY ME, BUT 
EVERYONE IN THE WORLD WITH HIS BRIGHT 
IDEAS AND CONSTANCY, HIS ABSOLUTE 
CONVICTION THAT HE WANTED TO CONSIDER 
THIS AND THAT, WHILE NOT KICKING 
STRANGERS WITHOUT REASON, AND LOOKING 
FIRST UP AT THE SKY, THEN AT THE ور‎ 
WHILE SOMETIMES 
SINGING A HAPPY 
TUNE, AND AT OTHER 
TIMES HUMMING NO 
PARTICULAR TUNE AT ÅÅ 
ALL - AND ALL THE | 
WHILE, WINKING AT 
ME IN A SCAMPISH 
WAY AS IF EVERYTHING 
WAS ALL RIGHT." 


[VOU CONSIDER HIM AN | IT'S NEVER BEEN A MATTER | 
| OCTOPUS DRAPED ON A } — OF OPINION, JOHNNY. — | 
| GLOBE OF THE JA I ONCE COOKED HIS EARS IN | 
| WORLD, THEN? | / A SORT OF MARINADE I | 
i | RES TORED THE EARS AFTER THE | 

\ EXERCISE BECAUSE I WAS | 
SCARED HE'D NOTICE. 1 

x HE NEVER DID. [4 


THE NATIONAL 
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เฉ เล ต seen gemene? - 


[THE NEXT DAY. -- 


| MR. VIABLE. YOUR CHILDREN HAVE 
| BEEN DISRUPTING CLASS BY 

| MENTIONING OCTOPI IN EVERY 

| SENTENCE THEY'VE UTTERED THIS 

| MORNING, SO I CALLED YOU RIGHT 
| AWAY. BOTH WILL BE LOCKED IN A 

| CAGE OVERNIGHT WITH SOME 

| ELECTRIC EELS. IF YOU PROTEST 

| YOU WILL BE EXECUTED. 


I vou SICKEN ME! YOUR MEDDLING IN E 

THE LEARNING PROCESS IS EASY TO pom‏ | ۲ سے 
n EX ٩ DO, BUT LEAVES THE STATE GLUE-EYED <‏ 

| AND MIMSY! NOW GET GOING AND py 

| THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU'VE ACHIEVED! 2 
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| BUT OLD FRIENDS HA VE “ - VERY FRAIL .. | | AND HE SAIDLIZARDS Wr OWLS? OH I'M TROUBLED, | 
| سس‎ - | DONTEXIST AND I SHOULD WII PETER. YOU'VE BEEN ACTING | 
| HEY JERRY, GOT / LIZARDS DON'T | |GOHOME, AND HERE I AM. | SO STRANGELY, AND WHAT | 
| ANY IDEAS HOW I ha (REALLY EXIST. JUST | L NOW TOAST ME SOME f WITH THIS GIANT OCTOPUS 


E 


| CAN MAKE A MONITOR ` YN 
| LIZARD RIDE AROUND ON 4 
| A BICYCLE? AND MAYBE 

| SPEAK? AND SING SONGS iL NW. | 
| THAT HAVE AN IMPORTANT ۷ 7 

| MESSAGE MAYBE. PEACE AND f Ë ' . 

| HARMONY .. ^ 


FORGET IT AND 
ag HOME. 


น _ GUARD AGAIN. _ 


OWLS FOR DINNER. سے‎ AFFAIR AT SCHOOL, IM READY | 
Russe, mmm TO RUN AMOK WITH A KNIFE. DO | =| SOME QUITE EASILY IN THE 
ےہ‎ YOU THINK I SHOULD, PETER? I | 
1 COULD DO A LOT OF DAMAGE | 
il BEFORE I WAS CAUGHT. | 
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TASTE, FATHER? | TIME. NOW LETS GET BACK | | RUBBERIZED THING, NOT EASILY 
= BEFORE YOUR MOTHER STARTS| | / y 


«d | DISTRACTIONS, INEXPENSIVE 
| ۱ FRIPPERTES OR THE TUNELESS | 
| WHISTLING OF A A PA ASSING WHORE | 


| ELECTRIC EELS? HOW سے‎ YOU SHOULD HAVE | 
| DO I EXPLAIN THIS TO Y "THOUGHT ABOUT THAT BEFORE 

| THE NEIGHBORS? AND } INTRODUCING THE SUBJECT | 
| TO THE PETS OWNED ' OF OCTOPI INTO THE HOME. | 
BY THE MIS: £ É: PERHAPS YOU BELIEVE SQUID, | | 


[NOW'S THE TIME TO BLAME OTHERS. BUTI ` 


WONDER ... PERHAPS I SHOULD TAKE 
RESPONSIBILITY MYSELF AND SMASH € 
EVERYTHING. YES, SMASH ..ISITREALLY <i 
SO WONDERFUL TO EVADE CONSEQUENCE? 85 
OCTOPUS ... SHOULD I TAKE THAT FIRST v 
TINY STEP AND ASK SOMEONE WHO KNOWS? 

I FEEL LIKE A BABY MONKEY .. - 


IOMMI TAO OM OLIN 


[THAT SLATTERN YOU CALLA |١ 

١ WIFE IS CORRECT ON ALL : 
|FRONTS, FATHER. I FOR ONE \ 
| SUGGEST WE FLOOD THE TOWN | 


| WITH BOILING TAR, I CAN MAKE 1 


| BASEMENT. I EVEN TESTED SOME AT ` 
| SCHOOL, BUT MR RYKES SAID IT 
|... WAS TOO MUCH LIKE LARD. 
er 
\ í 


f 
Vi 


x 
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x 
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HAD A PLASTIC HEAD, OR PUT ME“, GRANDPA. HELL TELL US 
IN A CAGE WITH NO ACCESS TO Y. WHAT IT ALL MEANS. 

| ANIMALS. BUT APPARENTLY NOW å ARM 

| THAT SORT OF THING'S BOUND سس‎ gå 

| TO HAPPEN EVERY DAY. WELL, 

| I SUPPOSE IM DOOMED. 
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I'VE NEVER LIKED YOU, IN FORM | AND HE ACTIVELY DISCOURAGED JOHNNY | =‏ بل 
OR SPIRIT. YOU TALK ABOUT OCTOPI| FROM READING, KNOWING, BEING JOYOUS‏ - 


1 


f RYKES HAS THE EYES ٦ 
| OF A HEN AND THE 


BRAIN OF ALOCUST. TELL | OR SWIVELLING HIS HEAD. THAT 


"CEASELESSLY AND THAT TAR YOU 
TRIED TO MAKE WAS TRASH. YOUR DOESN'TLEAVE MUCH ATALL. I THINK 
| TROUBLES DERIVE FROM THE FACT THAT HE SHOULD ROTATE HIS HEAD AS 

/ YOU ARE ACTUALLY SOME SORT OF MUCH AS HE LIKES, DAY OR NIGHT! 
| MANNIKIN, PROBABLY, ESCAPED FROM A | IN FACT ESPECIALLY AT NIGHT, 


| STORE. YOUR SKULL LINING'S DEVELOPED | VERY SLOWLY WHEN IT MIGHT 
| 


| FATHER WHAT HE SAID 
น TOYOU,JOHNNY, | 


| SOME MOULD AND THATS WHAT'S BE FRIGHTENING TO SEE! 
جا‎ _ DIRECTING YOUR MOVEMENTS. | 
T NOW GET OUT. سے‎ 
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١ LETS GO AND SEE YOUR 


^ FIVE TIMESADAYI DN | 
// PRAY TO A MOTH, AND FOUR N, 
TIMES A DAY I AM DISAPPOINTED! ` 
THE REMAINING OCCASION IS THE N 
TIME I BREAK INTO 5085 AT WHAT HAS N 
| BECOME OF MY LIFE! COME IN, EVERYONE! | 
| LEAVE ONE OF YOUR EYES ON THE FIREPLACE | 
| MANTEL AND ONE OF YOUR FEW PRINCIPLES | 
سم‎ ON THE WINDOW SILL! I WILL LEAVE THE | 
WINDOW AJAR SO THAT MAYHAPS A BIRD / 
TN WILL PLUCK THESE FANCIES AWAY! / 


0 


. YETHE WILL GAIN LITTLE : 
N SUSTAINANCE FROM THEM, Å 
_ TBE کے‎ 
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ALL TOMORROW’S PARTIES... k. 
» 
«^» 


..should be as spectacular as the Dodgem Logic Launch, celebrated at Northampton’s Monk’s Park 
Workingmen's Club on November 26th, 2009. The drinks are on us so sit back and watch the action courtesy of 
the evening's only sober individual, our designated daguerreotype driver, photographer James Thorpe. A En 
N. å 
There was ล warm glow in the precision-ground lenses of Mitch Jenkins” eyes as he surveyed the fabulous throng, which 
included such longstanding comrades as the ever-elegant Jazz Butcher or the surely preserved-by-voodoo Alex Novak, 

and remarked ‘It’s as if the last thirty years never happened.’ The timeless treat in question was the DODGEM LOGIC 
launch, ล wonderland of inflatable fruit with colour-shifting eggs illuminating every table, as arranged by our doyenne of 
decoration Tamsyn Paine and her team of special-forces stylists. In a venue tricked out with the psychedelic hoardings of 

a groovy Gary Ingham some two hundred Dodgem darlings and their loved ones stuffed their shining, greedy faces with 

a gourmet vegetarian feast provided by SESAME SHEFFIELD (official caterers to the revolution), bathed in the swoony 

sound system of Andy Skank and twitched like electrocuted jellyfish to the evening’s hallucinatory entertainments. 


The spree kicked off with an unfathomable acapella rendition of Living on a Prayer by the night’s M.C, comedy 


hate-monkey Jake Moore, then soared to the sublime heights offered by troubadour Winston Echo and his moving tales 
of doomed love at the bureau de change. Before the stunned crowd could recover they were submerged in a luscious 
tsunami of female flesh and feathers as this issue’s cover stars took to the stage: Miss Lulli Blue, Miss Khandie Khisses 
(in and out of her gorilla suit), Miss Nicole A. Lure and the divine Darkteaser transported the audience to a better place 
before surrendering the spotlight to Northampton’s finest, parallel universe popsters The Retro Spankees, joined for 
their finale by the soothing presence of Downtown Joe Brown and the sheer spirit-crushing authority of The Beloved 
Leader. 


Sinister revenants like Kevin O”Neill and Savage Pencil rubbed shoulders with Calluz, Claire Ashby, our design 

desperadoes The Wallace Boys and the clotted cream of the town’s music scene. Har-Q and HPuzion turned up looking 

all gangsta but left, beaming like nine-year olds, with an inflatable banana. Even the unearthly Steve Aylett seemed as if 

the outside world had for once meshed seamlessly with his nightmarish inner landscape, and I think last issue’s cover 

maven Tamara Rogers said her boyfriend had proposed to her during the evening. It could all have been a strange and 
nderful dream, if we didn’t have these compromising pictures... 
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From the broken-bulh leapt haunts of he serial masturbator to the new face of hoth female empowerment and Virgin Ans, 
Burlesque has had quite a rile: Dodyem Loyic's sovereign of sauciness Melinda [ie charts its wayward! course to an accompaniment 
SNE runs, catcalls andthe mesmerising imagery of globally adored local lensman Mit Jenkins, BRING ON THE GI 
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- hen I was a bit of naive beef at the juicy age of 18, my ว เ 
opportunist then-lover of 34 forbade me to enter an °° 
amateur burlesque contest which was to be staged at | ۱ 
the near-demise of the great Fox Warfield Theatre on 
Market Street in San Francisco. How I lon; ge 


>» traipse that battered stage as one of the last ha 
magnificent and carthy conga line of Jezebels, Birds 
of Paradise «and Goodtime Gals. Instead, I was 
instructed to ready the spare room for a Sexual 


Freedom League party by laying out mattresses, 
painting the light-bulbs orange or red and making 
sandwiches for the advent of over 30 paired strangers 
who would descend on our Potrero Hill condo 
looking to play genital bingo. Soon after that party | 
left the guy who'd so rudely foisted his own lurid 
tastes on my sexually romantic internal landscapes. 
But my sense of romance, mystery, bathos and pathos 
around the stage life of a semi-nude woman remained 5 
intact, untouched by the wily and outright vulgar A 
habits of the thrill-secking 1970s. | سس"‎ 


Even asa child I used to practise a stripper routine to 
the then-unique boom-boom musical stylings of 
David Rose and his orche stra, made famous in the 
early “60s with The Stripper. Something about the 
* = wa-wa in that kind of tempo would start me imagining 
- a beautiful, earthy woman gliding a graceful two-step 
in tiny bejewelled shoes, her legs like shapely : art 
nouveau tree limbs, alabaster or gleaming bronze 


~ a torso twinkling and shining in beads or satin, feathers 
» or bows, her arms making lilting shapes... I have 
always considered burlesque to be the origin of ballet. 


۱ | accompanied two dear male friends to sce Chesty Morgan, 
1 ame (oi Inc h bust. nt along out of both sympa > ed 


MASSIVE bust? ‘No, W hat does he do?” ‘She iode me on stage vid tries to 
stand up? "Avis point in time, 1976 or so, I was the only female in the audience. 


A beautif ‚earchully- coiffed woman came out from the shadows in this small - 
theatre. Slender -legged, small-boned and softly spoken, she stayed on stage after 
a brief tour of its parameters, where she rec lined carefully on a chaise longue with 


her he id and gleaming tresses lain upside down and her gargantuan mammaries 
nearly covering her face, twinkling in a net of beaded whisper-thin nylon. Taking 
her time to stand erect once more, she took questions from the audience. 


Does your husband come to your gras? 

"No, not really,’ she replied in careful Eng glish. He is a mayor league baseball 
player and he is very busy but he has come once or twice.” 

Where are you from? 

/ came over from Hungary as a litle girl. ` 

Do you havea daughter? 

Ves.” 

Does she have a bust [n eyours? 

Jt may be that she will when she is fully grown.’ 

At this point I felt sorry for the lonely-looking woman standing defenceless on 
the little dark stage. I raised my hand. Her face br lightened. 

น lt ts so nice to see a lady in the audience. What i ts your question?” 

{just want to say that I know, having a large bust myself, that despite what men 
may think carrying all this around every day sometimes makes my back hurt. 

/ would guess tty the same for you, although you make it look easy. You are very 
graceful and [feel lucky to have seen your show.’ 


She thanked me, and I felt I cheered her up a little Dit. sne 
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where, in the 1930s, live music would have play 
the intermission, before the curtains opened 
before the newsreels and cartoons were unveilec 
Gilded balcony seats were placed in neat art deco 
rows and the upstairs seats were cordoned off by a 
velvet rope. 


Everyone there was mourning the passage of a 
glorious theatrical tradition. Some sat scheming as to 
how they might cut a tassel to take home for 
remembrance. There was an orchestra that night. The 
condeCtor stood while the timpani, violins and 
woodwinds peeped, boomed and squealed and then 


the lush dancing music began. 


A 
å 
Å The first act was the one I remember most vividly. A 
t i š š š 
M spry and wiry woman with grey hair came out into the 


yellow spotlight absolutely naked, attended by a well- 
muscled young man who appeared to be her junior by 


` 
sz rep 

Los P سے سس‎ a 
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Ii 
0 \ about fifty years. Subtle, romantic music washed over 
k them and เท state of entranced disbelief I watched 


riveted as this fading dancer applied the loveliest of 
classical ballet moves to a pas de deux. She did not fail 


once. Her body seemed to be able to intertwine 
effortlessly with that of her partner. even without the 
aid of shoes. She was absolute magic. The audience 
applauded in astounded appreciation. She changed 
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my attitude about the ageing process forever. 


For a few months I worked on PLAYGIRL magazine 
in Los Angeles. Friends took me to see s strip venue 
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- guys as her final act. Everyone was terrified of her. I took a few photographs. | 


pink paint tubes onto a palette. She then brushed [lowers onto her breasts with 
these concoctions and pressed pieces of paper onto them, giving these rather 
spectacular mementos to an cager audience made up of a mix of dressed-up 
couples and single men on their way home via a bit of nightlife. 


SOS 


star of me n fias = Russ ہے‎ the king p of mammary romance ba used up 
many reels of film just following the exploits of unhindered breast tissue at work 
and at play. Kitten was featured at this venue inside a delightful see-through 
fishbowl-like bathtub where bubbles only partially hid her cute little form. 
Offstage she was very sweet. She answered questions with an appealing south- 
of-the-borderaccent, and when asked if she and Russ were still friends (they had 
divorced by this time) she smiled a lovely gleaming pink grin and said “Russ and 


| will always be friends. He is a very life-loving man. ` Awww! 


Either she claimed that they still did gardening together or I simply imagined the 
two of them digging tulips, she in a gingham short-shorts playsuit and he wearing 


nowt but a camera. 


Moving on in time to 1985, I had now found myself living in London. Working 
for Tuppy Owens on her Sex Maniac's Diary, I had been asked to take 
og raphs at a stag party up north. This was part one of a two-part photo op. H 
also included a male striptease at a hen night. The hen night was stickier P 
made the unfortunate decision to belt a few before the stage act began. E 
nto the spotlight with the male dancer and before I knew it he d; 


) 


ıd sprayed me completely with whipped cream. 


a bit more like a David Lynch film without the budget. lt 
compere and two single mums who went through their paces, 
ick, before the £i zombie-like males, each at a table by 


himself, cou 


attendees, : 
ات‎ were all talking ก สั ก ณี i cune on lust Sybil was ice name. 


She was known for her insatiable appetites, often taking on whole parties full of ۱ 


which of course I can't show you, : and our crew left before her final curtain. = 


W hiet brings us up to the ladies featured in our photo-shoot. Burlesque has 
come a long way, baby, since the carly days of Lillian Russell and her laced-up , 


en from the intoxicating | Sally Rand, a woman who danced at ıl the. 7 
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URINE, PURELY Fog 


PURPOSES DON’T CHA KNOW! 
LEMME PUM? ۹۱۱۷ ۲ 
FRESU FOAMING 
PINTI 4 


y‏ عام aM PEEM To‏ ود 
MITE BLOODY THIS‏ 
j 28 P MORNING.‏ 


rm 2 


YOU VE READ THE LEGENDS, HEARD THE GHOST STORIES, 
SEEN THE ALIEN BIG CATS ... NOW STEVE MOORE TAKES 
A LOOK BACK AT SOME OF THE COUNTY’S REALLY ODD 


STUFF ... 
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00 moming in July 1996, Peter Doden was walking his dog in 
Wakerley Woods, near Corby, when the unruly pooch slipped its 
lead and dashed off. When he eventually caught up, the dog was 
barking its head off and looking up into a tree, where an elderly 
gentleman was sitting astride one of the branches. Doden duly 
wished the man good morning. “Yes, it is,” replied the old gent. 
“Have you a spare sandwich or anything?” 

According to the Daily Telegraph, all Mr Doden had about him 
was a bar of chocolate, which he tossed up to the old man, who 
promptly devoured it in its entirety, including the wrapper, before 
confessing that he’d been in the tree for a fortnight. He had, 
apparently, set out to jom a band of eco-campaigners in Sussex who 
were occupying trees to prevent them being cut down to make Way 
for a new road, but when he got as far as Wakerley Woods he'd felt 
rather tired and decided to lodge his protest in the tree where Doden 
had found him instead. The latter felt obliged to point out that 
Sussex was 150 miles to the south and that, in any case, the 
tree-protesters were long gone. “Damn it all,” replied the elderly 
gent. “They might have told me!” 


r وا‎ UNI 
4 5 4 ۲ 


Y 
Wl Cis cL LA 


PS. " ۷-16 ی‎ e a i 
ےھ‎ . ow NL iS ^nIIiEs*eUL M M1 وا اف‎ “aa ua i 


Maybe there's just something weird about Wakerley Woods, 

especially if your name's Peter. One Peter Wilson wrote to Fortean 
Times in July 2004, to recount his own experience there three years o, 
earlier, when he was walking in the wood with his wife. It was a calm, 
sunny day, and his wife stopped about ten yards ahead of him in the 
shade of the pines, asking if he could hear anything. At first he 

couldn't, but realising she was a little spooked, he eventually 

managed to “tune in” what she was hearing, which was a very low, 

dull throb that he described as a sort of pervasive underground 
heartbeat. It was rhythmical, unpleasant and they seemed to sense it 
with their entire bodies, rather than just hearing it; and they got the 5 
impression that whatever was causing the vibration was so massive 

that it seemed to spread through both the ground and the J 
surrounding air. And yet they were too far away from any roads to 

hear any traffic noise, which wouldn’t have accounted for the 

periodic throbbing of the sound anyway. So maybe something very 
large and bad-tempered was humming away to itself in Wakerley 
Woods after all ... 


As that reliable organ of serious news, The Sun, reported in 1995, 
Mark Merrifield of Rushden was 21 when he lost his right thumb 
while using a meat cutter at the abattoir where he worked. Curiously, 
his 48-year-old father, Martin, had also lost his night thumb at the age 
of 21, as a result of an accident with a metal grinding machine. No 
one giving the thumbs up in the Merrifield family, then... 
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And on the subject of accidents, Mark Rockingham, aged 12, met 
with a bizarre one in March 1997, according to The Guardian and 
various other newspapers. He’s believed to have been reaching into 
a cupboard at his home in Kettering when he lost his balance and 
fell forward across the open front of a dishwasher. Unfortunately, he 
fell across the cutlery basket, where a knife had been left with its 
blade pomting upwards. The knife sliced through an artery in his 


chest, and he died in hospital before the bleeding could be stopped. 
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A rather luckier escape back in 1912, when Lloyd’s Weekly 
News carried a story about a detective who, investigating a 
burglary at a hardware shop in Northampton, chased the suspect, 
but then lost him in the back-streets. Not much changed there, 
then. Returning to the scene of the crime, though, he noticed 
several items in the shadows above him, hanging from hooks. 
Apparently by coincidence, one of the heaviest of the objects fell, 
just as the detective passed underneath. It was the blade of a 
scythe, but this time the Grim Reaper was having something of a 
laugh ... it only chopped off his ear. 


It would have saved a lot of trouble if someone had just called 
out: Duck!” But no one did, so pub landlord Raymond 
Charman of Corby took off his £500 gold wrist-watch while he 
was washing his car, back in August 1991. It was, of course, eaten 
by a passing duck, according to the Sunday Mail, which 
immediately flew away, never to be traced. Or maybe 

someone should have yelled: “Watch out!” 


As if the ducks weren’t bad enough, you have to watch out for the 
owls around here, too. Back in 1928, the Daily Chronicle 
reported that Mr Louis Linnett of Luton was motorcycling 
between Wollaston and Grendon, when he was savagely attacked 
by an owl. Being back in the days before compulsory 
crash-helmets, the owl pulled out his hair and slashed his cheek 
with its beak and claws. Abandoning the bike, Linnett left the 
road and ran to a hedge, blinded by blood, where he beat off 
another two attacks, as the owl now began biting his fingers as 
well. By the time it eventually flew away, he was too exhausted to 
move, and had to be rescued by a passing motorist. 


Still, sometimes the birds don’t have it all their own way. Consider 
the following idyllic scene: farmer Duncan Tesloss was driving his 
tractor across one of his fields at Polebrooke in March 1987 when 
a flock of Canada Geese flew over ... at least, it was idyllic untl 
there was a yellow flash and the leading goose crashed to the 
ground, instantly deceased. “It looked like a laser-beam had 
struck it,” he told the Daily Express. “The bird just stopped 
dead in its tracks.” The bird was found to have a hole in its back, 
and two exit-wounds in its breast, but this apparently wasn’t some 
kind of secret weapons test ... the goose was actually believed to 
have been struck by a meteor, in mid-flight. As for the chances of 
that happening ... well, they're astronomical! 


So, there you are ... a poor, innocent copper beech tree, which 
has been happily growing in the village graveyard for 200 years or 
more, and suddenly someone comes along and murders you, for 
no apparent reason. The victim was in Barby, just this side of the 
Northamptonshire border from Rugby, and according to the 
Rugby Advertiser in November 1983, someone came along m 
the night and hammered several short lengths of metal pipe mto 
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A strange occurrence at Islip, reported by the Daily Express in 
1919. There was a sudden loud noise like an explosion, and a 
basket full of clothes shot high into the air without any apparent 
reason. After a while, the clothes came down agam, but no one 
could ever offer an explanation. Sometimes the world 15 simply 
baffling ... 


Okay, time to really head back into the past, to bring you 
yesterday's news today! In May 1749, the Gentleman's 
Magazine, carried a report from the Reverend Philip 
Doddridge ... the well-known Non-Conformist minister whose 
church still stands in Spring Boroughs, Northampton. He 
reported that a clergyman’s wife in his neighbourhood who had 
never previously had either an ear or a voice for music, fell into a 
“short frenzy” after giving birth, and sang “several fine tunes 
which her sister had learned in her presence some time before, 
and of which she seemed to take no particular notice.” A lot of 
people tend to regard having kids as a bit of a headache ... this 
seems to have been completely the opposite! 


The perils of being a llama-farmer in Northamptonshire ... 
Graham Bailey, 62, fell in a rabbit-hole on his farm at 
Loddington, in October 2003, and fractured his hip. According 
to The Times, it then took him two hours to crawl a hundred 
yards to a nearby road, where a passer-by heard him calling and 
phoned for help. Unfortunately his four large and fiercely- 
protective llamas then intervened, taking turns to chase away 
police and paramedics and prevent him receiving any treatment. 
Bailey was eventually picked up by a helicopter air- 

ambulance and whisked away to hospital ... and the llamas 

still chased after him, even when he was airborne. 


So you've come all this way and you think you'd like a ghost 
story after all? Well, try this fairly non-traditional one, reported, 
surprisingly, by the Sunday Times of South Africa in 
November 1978. Steve Mikloz and his 17-year-old bride Debbie 
moved into their new flat in Raunds, on their wedding night; and 
naturally enough, before too long they got into bed and put the 
light out. It was then that Debbie realised they weren't alone, and 
a few seconds later so did Steve, as an invisible something 
grabbed him by the throat and dragged him out of the bed, 
gasping for breath. It need hardly be said that after that the 
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couple got dressed and left the flat, refusing to return. A 
spokesman for the landlord was adamant that the flat wasn’t 
haunted, however, declaring that: “The disturbance must have 
come from the flat next door.” Pretty rowdy neighbours, asa EN 
I guess ... 


its trunk, before pouring in poisonous chemicals through them. 

The vicar, the police and local forestry officials all agreed that the 

perpetrator knew exactly what he, she or it was domg, but no 

one was ever caught, and the reason for the arboricide remains 
x unknown to this day. 
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A Love Portion 


No apologies for the selection of puns associated with this edition's recipes. This is an easy dessert to 
make, looks moutl -wateringly good and tastes fantastic. Febr iary is generally regarded as the last 
month of winter and often provides a final blast of snow or at least a serious ‘cold front’. This recipe will 
bring a smile bright enough to shine through the death throes of winter and herald the summer to come. 
We all know that deep red hues enliven the mind and mood with love and passion and the tantalising 
flavours and scent of lemons will I'm sure also get your juices flowing! 


to fend off the winter snuffles and fi ght off any not so nice lurgies associated with the ‘kissing bug”.... or 
glandular fever as it’s known medically. You'll also be getting at least 2 of your 5-a-day portions .:. hence 
the portion in the title of the dish! The portion can also apply to the optional glu g of warming: spirit, 
which you can add to the fruit. I maintain ล stock of packets of frozen berries (summer mix, 

aspberries, blueberries ~ c] leaply available in the freezer section of the supermarkets and in bulk from 
Smith’s Farm shops) and my man Michael does a champion job of collecting blackberries in the autumn 
just for treats such as this! 


It has the added bonus of beine 'acked full of immune-system boostine Vitamin C, just what we all need 
e e ผู 
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This really is a delectably sensuous way to complete a Valentines’ meal or any meal where you want to 
share some love. This is a nat ighty but nice dish sent with love from me to you all. 


ร 
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. By Wendi Jarrett 
Ingredients ۱ d 
° 200g of frozen berry fruits (strawberries, raspberries, blackberries, 

blackcurrants, redcurrants, cherries) 

* 1 tbsp. light brown sugar or caster sugar 


٦ 


optional 2 tbsp. rum, brandy, kirsch or similar 


๑ 8-12 sponge fingers 

° 100g mascarpone 

° 50g créme fraise or yoghurt . 
* 1 unwaxed lemon - washed, dried and % rind finely grated 
* 1 egg — separated | 

* 1 tbsp icing sugar 


Method 


๑ First — place the fruits and brown sugar into a pan and gently heat until all the sugar 

is dissolved. Then you can either push the fruit mix through a sieve to remove all the 

pips and skins or leave as is to cool down completely. Add your spirit at this point and 

pour into a deepish dish / glass dish. ۱ 

๑ Lightly push sponge fingers on top of fruit to absorb some of the juices and soften the 
fingers. Set aside in fridge. 

๑ Ina mixing bowl beat together the mascarpone, lemon rind, icing sugar and créme fraise. 

° Ina clean grease-free bowl, whisk the egg white to soft peaks then fold into the mascarpone. 
๑ Spoon the mascarpone mix over the sponge fingers. | 

๑ Serves 2 ~ generous portions! 
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- Fish with a Spanish twist 


Despite England being an island, the average household eats fish less than twice a month. Without 

doubt some of that is down to our ‘confidence’ with preparing and cooking fish. Fish is genuinely £ 

one ofthe real fast foods and with the added bonus that most fish can be cooked straight from frozen. 

So the packets of fillets of fish can be bought for under 422.50 and often have half a dozen fillets! 

Also cooking with fish is really quick - this dish takes around 15 minutes to cook from start to finish 

and to save time all the veg and seasonings can be prepared in advance and placed in covered containers / 

dishes / saucers in the fridge! The aromas really get the tastebuds going and the ease of this dish leaves you | 

lots of time to lavish on your loved ones. Ifyou don t want to use Spanish chorizo sausage, leave it out and add 2 teaspoons of the wonderful dried, 
Spanish sweet smoked paprika wılh the other seasonings. 


Ingredients 


๑ 1 tbls of rapeseed oil 
1 inch thick slice of Spanish chorizo sausage — cut up into small cubes 
1⁄4 red pepper ~ washed and chopped small 
2 med onions ~ chopped and lightly cooked (see microwave tip) 
2 cloves of garlic ~ crushed / chopped finely 
4 allspice seeds - crushed and ground 


* 


4 fillets from a pkt of frozen white fillets — cut into bite-size chunks 
tsp. of Caribbean fish seasoning (dill, ground fennel, sea salt) 
good grind of black pepper 
2- 4 tomatoes — chopped 
1 medium tin of Cannellini beans - drained 
๑ asqueeze of fresh lemon juice: 
optional: frozen prawns / squid / mussels - add these to dish in last 8 minutes of cooking: with the other fish. 


Method 


I find my wok is the best pan to use to cook this dish in or a large reasonably deep non-stick frying pan. 
๑ Place the oil in the pan on a medium heat, add the chopped up chorizo sausage and cook turning with a 
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fish-slice for 2 minutes. The fat from the chorizo and some of the red smoky paprika flavouring will be released into the oil. 
Add the peppers, onions, garlic and allspice and turn cooking for 2 minutes. 

Next add the chopped white fish and the remaining seasonings and cook for ล further 5 minutes on ล lower heat. 

Finally add the chopped tomatoes, drained beans, stir and allow to simmer for a further 5 minutes. 

(You can add any shellfish at this point too.) | | 

Remove from heat and squeeze a generous amount of fresh lemon juice over the food. 

Serve with : 

Fresh crusty bread & salad leaves, olives, tomatoes, red onions, fresh herbs, etc. 


Megadarra with love 


This recipe is adapted from one I was introduced to by my dear Australian friend, Suzanne. She had taught in Libya and loved this 
dish, which is known there as Mudardara. When she came to England, she discovered the recipe in Claudia Roden’s ‘A New Book of 
Middle Eastern Food’. “This is the modern version of a medieval dish called mujadarra, described by al-Baghdadi as a dish of the poor, 
and still known today as Esau's favourite. In fact, it is such a great favourite that although said to be for misers, it is a compliment to 
serve it." From Claudia Roden’s ‘A New Book of Middle Eastern Food’ i 


Suzanne gave her precious and wonderfully thumbed book to me because I so loved the dish too. Ihave cooked it, taught others how 
to cook it and added to it; as in this recipe. Despite its vėry simple and humble ingredients, it isan amazing tasting dish and has 
converted many a meat-lover and lentil-hater to wolf it down and return for more! This adaptation is further enriched by the addition . 
of garlic and aubergines. Look at the bottom of the recipe for my handy and useful tips. 
JO CL Serve with | 

I HST 6 dients Plain boiled rice — brown or Basmati rice 
More sliced, caramelised onions 

๑ 250g brown/ green or puy lentils (puy keep their shape more) (traditional Megadarra), layered on top. 


* 5 onions, chopped or sliced and cooked to transparent stage ee eae d 4 


٠ 4 cloves of garlic — crushed or chopped very small ۱ with pinch of salt, pepper and squeeze of lemon. 


๑ 1 medium sized aubergine — washed, dried and cubed. ۱ Halved tomatoes stuffed with slivers of garlic, 
seasoned, drizzled with oil and baked until soft. 


๑ بر‎ s 4 * x E ۰ a ๑ 
15ml “aps seed oil or olive oil 3 : | Fresh salad (lettuces, parsley, coriander, red onion, 
๑ seasoning — a little salt, lots of freshly ground black pepper and a tsp. sugar tomatoes, olives) with a squeeze of lemon juice 


Method 


* Prepare the onions and garlic (see my tip*) 

๑ Wash and drain the lentils, then boil in fresh water until just softened, about 10 minutes. Drain the lentils. 

๑ Place the cooked lentils and onions together with seasoning and complete the cooking. 

๑ If cooking in a saucepan, return to a low heat and cook for a further 72 hour. 

° If using a slow-cooker set on LOW. Use a plug-in timer if you like, set to start when it suits you and for 1 hour e 9 hrs 
before you wish to eat! | 

๑ Either combine the rice and lentils and serve as one or serve/ use separately. 

Wendi's Tip: Part cook the onions/ garlic mix by placing them ima microwave proof dish or jug with two tablespoons of the oil. Cover with non-pve cling 


film and microwave on full power for 5 —10 minutes (depending on the power of your microwave). Onions should be soft and transparent. You can use them 
at this point or place in slow-cooker with the remaining oil and cook for 2 hours on low until nicely caramelised. Then continue as in step 3. | 
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Ugly people to 
better parking 


Less attractive people given special permits 


p Quincy Savage 


“It has long been accepted that 
beautiful people have more advan- 
tages in life,” said councilman Joe 
Foyer last night. “We're just hoping 
to help address that balance in this 
one small way.” 
Mr Foyer was defending the local 
council’s controversial new policy 
to issue unattractive people with 
special parking permits. The so- 
called ‘help the homely’ scheme 
provides a range of parking con- 
cessions for those people who are 
beautifically challenged. 

Citizens issued with a Genuinely 
Unattractive Resident Notification 
(GURN) will be entitled to free 


preferential parking spaces in the 
centre of town, permission to park 
on single yellow lines or, in extreme 
cases, allowed to park inside the 
building they are visiting, 

"Unsightly people are often de- 
nied access to the better nightclubs 
or breeding partners,” said the 
councillor. *But now they will have 
preferential access to our many fine 
shops and local facilities". 

The permit badges are required 
to be displayed in the windscreen of 
the car, and will prominently feature 


"Beautiful people have 
more advantages in life, 
we're helping address the 
balance in one small way." 
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a photo of the owner. The degree of 
unattractiveness, and the associated 
level of permissions, would there- 
fore be clear to parking wardens. 

Overnight, council-approved ‘No 

Handsomes' signs have appeared 
around the city centre, stating: 'If 
you are lucky enough to be deemed 
too attractive to park here, we will 
ask to see your GURN'. 

Asked whether these new parking 
permits will clash with those given 
to disabled people, Mr Foyer shook 
his head: *Not at all, this is part of a 
integrated transport policy, and I’m 
happy to say we will be significantly 
upgrading all wheelchairs." 

Asked to be more specific, Mr 
Foyer smiled broadly and said, 
“One word, folks: jetpacks.” s 
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Morrissey dancers 
The new craze 

sweeping England 
Culture 


Britain sells 

NHS to America 
Infrastructure to 
be shipped over on 


giant tankers | 
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“We shall never give 
in to your demands, 
no matter how 


reasonable!” . 
Opinion 
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Linguist 
discovers 
| ‘perfect’ 


1 photo 


caption 


Schoolbook caption hailed 


as ‘lexical Holy Grail’ 


3. Emily Veganburger - 
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Flipping through one of his old 
school yearbooks, something 
caught the eye of Professor Wilf 
Cuthbertson; a photo of a pupil 
doing the long jump above the 
ineffectually humorous caption: ‘Oh 
no, what a time to get diarrhoea”. 

“At first I just snorted derisively 
at how unfunny the caption was,” 
said Cuthbertson. “However, there 
was something oddly intriguing 
about it, and I found I couldn't get 
the phrase out of my head.” 


Hanks 


from the writer of 


The Crying Game 


Sitting at his writing desk by 
the window and ruminating over 
a glass of port, he began absent- 
mindedly scribbling the caption 
beneath other photos; first in the 
yearbook, then in the copy of The 
Telegraph balanced on his knee. 

“It was a very peculiar thing,” 
Cuthbertson explained. “Which- 
ever photo you wrote it under, 
the caption did not get any more 
- or any less — funny. It remained 
exactly the same level of feeble. 
In other words, the caption was 
linguistically perfect.” 

Anxious to confirm his discovery, 


Ryan 


|; Puzzle corner 


Travel Twister : | 
Left middle-finger green / right index- e 
finger blue / right little-finger yellow / 

right ring-finger red / left index-finger 

yellow / left middle-finger green / right ® Q 
ring-finger blue / right little-finger red 
/ left ring-finger blue. 


Tie breaker: left thumb green. 


“Whatever photo you 
write it under, the caption 
does not get any more — 
or any less — funny” 


he spent a sleepless night scrab- 
bling through old newspapers and 
magazines and pulling illustrated 
books from his shelves. Ripping out 
the photos and drawings, he pinned 
them to his wall and taped the same 
caption beneath each one. 

A photo of the moon landing: ‘Oh 
no, what a time to get diarrhoea”, 
a still from Casablanca: ‘Oh no, 


what a time to get diarrhoea”, the 
London Philharmonic Orchestra 
playing Brahms Symphony No 3: 
‘Oh no, what a time to get diarrhoea! 
Each time it had the same effect. 
First thing next morning, Cuth- 
bertson shared his discovery with a 
colleague: “It was clearly a semantic 
phenomenon,” said Don Hinson. 
“A lexical Holy Grail, if you will.” 
Plans were rushed into place and 
the professor triumphantly delivered 
his findings at yesterday’s Annual 
Grammarian Conference. Although 
he did have to run out half way 
through to use the toilet. = 


Suddenly, the scales fell 
from my eyes (I had been 
weighing my eyebrows)... 


Continuing our exclusive excerpts from 
Derring Dos & Don'ts, the memoirs of 
Col D John Coleman 


Weekend magazine 
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s shown. 
nice and firm now. 


Hack up your first sock a 
Get the body Piece from the first sock and stuff it, 
Then sew up his poor little stumpless, eyeless 90 to stop it all falling out. 
Get the arm 5 and sew two tubes, inside out so your raw edges are hidden. 
Turn them out the right way using the poking device but stop about halfway 


5 ๐ you get nice little fat paws which don t require any stuffing. Stitch them 
to your body in the place where arms normally ۰ 
Tail next, you will only need a little thin bit, roll it up and turn the raw 


edge in, stitch along the length and sew it to his monkey butt. 


So now we have ฉ torso with arms and a tail - you can stop now if you are a 
minimalist and enjoy your cuddly sock haggis. 


Get the other چس‎ and tu it 313 

| rn it inside out then sew alon i 

cp : g the line to mak 

eps ES cca: with cm top of the sock as the waist-band. Cut off i. e 
urn the tail the right way out. Give it a poke so its nice and ผัด 


Get the 1 i 
00 two pieces cut from other sock to make the tail fins. Sew th 
E un haee give ‘em a poke and sew in place (you could سس‎ 
a few buttons Or a bit of ext : : > å 
1 ra stitching). Hi i 
pull on and off or you can sew it in place if it digg: 09و"‎ ۶ 


Give hi 
ups im id couple of buttons for eyes, stitch in 
a some cheeky nips this is showbiz! 
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A few years back I found myself in a 
bit of a vulnerable situation. I was at 
college and planning to start University 
the following September, meaning moving 
into University dorms, when I found out 
1 was pregnant. Although this was a bit 
of a change of plan for me, I was 
overjoyed. Only problem was, you 
obviously can’t bring a baby up while 
living in dorms, so the search for 
somewhere to live was on. There wasn’t 
anyone with enough room for me and a 
baby, and with no income (as I was a 
poor student...) I couldn't start 
renting privately. The only option was 
to head down the council for help. I 
spoke to a housing adviser and explained 
my situation, letting her know I no 
longer had somewhere to live. I was told 
I could fill in a housing application 
form but it would take 3 months to be 
processed (first lie), I told her I 
wouldn’t be able to find somewhere to 
stay for that length of time and we left 
it at that, as I didn’t have everything 
I needed, passport etc, to finish the 
form. I came back the next day with 
everything and was met by the adviser 
who told me my form had been put 
through, so I could get bidding right 
away. A bit different than a 3 months 
wait, I was thrilled and relieved never 
the less. 


It was about a week until the next 
bidding cycle and I was excited to log 
on and get looking at the properties, 
until I saw my account details... I had 
been banded 'B' on a scale of ‘A to D'. 
This didn't seem right as a friend of 
mine had a 2 bed flat with her partner 
and child and was in band 'B', and I was 
pregnant and homeless, a bit more in 
need, I thought? And so the phone calls 
and meeting began... 


WANT TO LIVE HERE 


PISSY STAIR WELL & 
NOT SO RELIABLE LIFT 


At first I was told by the housing 
adviser that although she personally 
agreed I should be banded higher, the 
review process would take weeks, and 
even then, it's down to their computer, 
which makes the decision for them?? 
Ok..? She told me, ‘it could just be a 
case of, computer says noo.’ A number of 
worried phone calls later I reluctantly 
agreed to sign up for the 'Deposit Bond 
Scheme’ - basically where the council 
pays the deposit on a property so you 
can afford to rent privately, Sound ok, 
but I really didn't want to do this. It 
was going to be 2 months until I could 
sign up for this, scary stuff because 
that left under 3 months before the baby 
was due. But I didn't have another 
choice. 2 months went by and I heard 
nothing about the scheme, despite 
letting them know that I was running 

out of places to stay. I eventually got 
to speak to the adviser again, but I was 
in for a sharp shock. She told me it had 
not been agreed I'd go on the scheme, 
Just that it would be discussed 
(absolutely not what she'd said before!) 
I was basically told I was wrong and 
that the conversation before had never 
happened, (more bullshit!). This 
happened again when ringing to confirm 

a meeting. She told me she had no record 
of it, so at this point I asked her to 
send everything she told me in writing 
(she didn't). 


I was told I could only sign up for the 
scheme 3 weeks before I was due to give 
birth! How they think you can physically 
get, and move everything you need at 
almost 9 months pregnant, I don't no. 
With only 2 months before my baby was 
due, I had no option but to agree with 
the tossers and wait... 


a 
4 
ER 


I felt so stupid because I’d been 
completely strung along.Things got 
really bad, I had run out of places t4 
stay, so I made a desperate phone cal 
and got practically shouted at, and w 
told there was nothing they could do : 
I couldn't be classed as homeless as 
would need to be in council provided, 
temporary accommodation, and Icouldn'$ 
be put into temp' accommodation as thé 
wasn't any?! (Find the logic in that) 
few minutes later they rang back and 
told I had been moved into a higher 
band. What I'd needed months ago got 
done in a couple of minutes. All I ha 
to do now was keep bidding and hope t 
hundreds of other people on the syste 
weren't in quite as much need as me (J 
know plenty are). I ended up getting š 
keys to a flat a couple of weeks afta 
had my daughter (she hung on, she was 
weeks late.)The council had 7 months $ 
prevent me becoming homeless and what 
I've written about here is only a tin 
fraction of what I encountered while 
asking for their help. It's scary 
because I know there's plenty of othe 
in bad situations, young and old and 
they shouldn't have to battle with the 
people I spoke to, just to get honest 
advice. They either want to stick you 
an inappropriate flat, or make you go 
private because there ain't enough 6 
authority housing. Going private's no 
great for some, because it means keepi 
you on benefits to receive help with 
paying the rent, making it hard to go 
back to work. There is no temporary 
accommodation they can offer, because 
they've cut funding for B&B 
accommodation, which so many relied om 
I've heard lots of other stories,a lof 
worse than mine. The Council's new 
system is supposed to be fairer but it 
not. They can't even be straight with 
people when they ask for help. It's 
just a very unfair waiting game. 
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Write something... 
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Eco Chamber Wrote : Anti Social Networks 


It is estimated that 15-22% of the world's population now have internet 
access, That's a staggering 1 to 15 billion people or the equivalent of the 
population of China and Bangladesh combined. If that still doesn't sound 
like much, try saying it slowly out-loud to yourself emphasizing the 'b' in 
billion like they do on ITY or Sky news reports, Presumably the other 
7076-0575 of the population are too old, too young, or more than likely 
too poor to log on. We seem to forget when we talk globally that such 
a large proportion of the world spend their lives trying to find food or 
access to fresh drinking water and not on an instant messaging service 


typing, ‘OMG, THA HUNI, LLJ الا‎ 


So, with access to information on a scale never known before, with 
almost any question we need answering answered in seconds, are we 
ironing out these global inequalities? Are we coming up with solutions to 
climate change? Are we researching new energy methods to cope with 
dwindling supplies of fossil fuels? 


Well, in a word, Mo, 


Recording to the stats site Alexa, after Google the most visited site in 
the world is the social networking site, Facebook, Now I must admit I do 
have a Facebook account, I am guilty as charged. If I never used social 
networking sites I don't think I'd have a problem with them. In the same 
way, Im sure a 50-a—day smoker with emphysema has a lot more to ร ร บ 


about smoking than someone who's never had so much ธร a drag in their 
life, 


I resisted getting one for ages and received email after email from 
friends who had signed up. After a while I started to hear about parties 
days after they happened, I missed gigs and started to feel a bit like å 
social leper, shunned for my non-use of the social networking site, 
Around this time someone mentioned that a couple of good friends of 
mine from the past had signed up and mainly out of curiosity I cracked 
and got myself an account, 


On the surface there's nothing wrong with social networking sites, you 
can catch up with people, take a look at what they're up to and even 
play scrabble with someone at the other end of the country, all from the 
comfort of your own home, However, it is my belief that rather than 
make us more sociable, these sites have not only simplified the way we 
talk to each other, they have also lessened meaningful contact. Now we 
only really seem to communicate with some friends on a very superficial 
level. Typing glib one-liners you've spent hours or even days mulling over 
is no way the same as phoning someone out of the blue, Similarly, 
commenting on the cuteness of a baby photo is not the same as picking 
up your friend's newborn and it is quite beyond me as to how sending a 
virtual drink can be anything like spending the night in a pub with your 
mates, Only small facets of anyone's life can be seen at any given time 
and it is just the ones they choose you to see, It is easy to look at 
someone's profile and look at their life as an endless stream of parties 
and holidays. It's rare that you read a status update or a tweet with 
Mike's marriage is failing' or see a series of pictures of Mike crying himself 
to sleep. 
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it is somewhat disturbing that we are being encouraged to become voyeuristic observers of our friends and families. 
| have a feeling you may feel a little violated if someone came into your house, rifled through all your photos, looked Everyone 


through your emails and/or texts and read your diary. Yet through blogging and sites like Myspace, Facebook and to 
a lesser extent Twitter we are encouraged to not only allow, but also take part in this type of behaviour and in doing so, 
eroding what little privacy we once had. 


In recent years in the UK there has been massive opposition to the introduction of ID cards. The website No2id.net 
campaign against this single issue and what they call ‘the threat to liberty and privacy posed by the rapid growth of the 
database state’. Yet as the debate on ID cards has grown so has membership to sites such as Facebook and Myspace. 
It seems that despite seeing the flaw in giving out personal information to our government we are willing to share it with 
everyone else on the planet including very large corporations with a vested interest in our data. These multi-million if not 
billion dollar businesses use this information to sell to companies who then directly advertise to us. Not so long ago | 
announced on Facebook that | was engaged to my partner only to find the next time | logged on | was bombarded with 
wedding related ads. | now wonder if we ever had children if I would start getting adverts for nappies and child-minders? 
(Incidentally there is a useful Firefox plug-in called grease-monkey that blocks these adverts). 


Although irritating, this is really the tip of the iceberg of what could be done or is being done with our data and who has 
access to it. Links between Facebook and a number of US govemment agencies including the CIA and DARPA 
(Defense Advance Research Projects Agency) are greatly publicized simply typing ' Facebook CIA’ into Google video 
or YouTube will show you a short film explaining some of these links. 


During the early days of Facebook, when it was still an emerging social network site, intelligence agencies in America Device 

effectively bankrolled it through their venture capital organisations in order to use it as a tool to gather information about setup SMS updates 

it's citizens. The before-mentioned Facebook linked organisation DAPRA (who have a very scary website) through their 

subsidiary company, the Information Awareness Office or IAO, sought to gather as much information as possible about 

everyone, in a centralised location, for easy perusal by the United States govemment, including (though not limited to) Words : By David Hamilton 
intemet activity, credit card purchase histories, airline ticket purchases, car rentals, medical records, educational illustrations : Ellie Mains 
transcripts, driver's licenses, utility bills, tax returns, and any other available data. (source www.nzherald.co.nz). 


I dont know about you but that statement sends shivers down my spine. It is scary to think how the Gestapo would | 
have felt if during World War Two they had access to information about people's sexual orientation, religion and political | 
allegiances. Or if social networking was around in the former East Germany the Stazi would have probably consisted of 
two officers knocking on the doors of anyone who didn't Tweet their whereabouts. 


Now I know I might come across as a bit of a conspiracy theorist or nut but as energy supplies dwindle, the population | 
rises and climate change threatens our food supplies there is a chance govemments will try and find ways to control our | 
increasingly despondent population. So the question is do we really want to give them the sticks to beat us with? 


Police have already been known to monitor sites like Myspace and Facebook for under-age drinking, drug dealing and , 
tracking down of fugitives. Arrests have been made through police monitoring of social network sites. In October 2009 a 

New York social worker and known anarchist was arrested for allegedly "Tweeting' police whereabouts during the G20 

protests. Police have been known to befriend suspects on Myspace or Facebook through false profiles and where 

young offenders are concemed, social networking sites are often the first place they will look whilst investigating a case. 

Some sources even claim that online surveillance is becoming so extreme in both the UK and USA that the only 

countries which are more monitored are China, North Korea, and Belarus. 


So got any pictures tagged of you holding a joint or a can of spray paint you'd like to un-tag? 


At the time of writing it seemed some light is perhaps emerging at the end of the tunnel from the self appointed friends of 
freedom! the Electronic Frontier Foundation (EFF for short - www.eff.org). On December 1st CNET reported the EFF 
were launching a case against six American govemment agencies including the CIA and the Department of Justice for 
‘refusing to release information about how they are using social networks in surveillance and investigations.’ 


it seems like transparency will be the new watchword for the next decade. We do have a right to know what is recorded 
about us and more importantly why! For someone who lived through the IRA and the Brighton bomb | find it hard to 
believe the threat of terrorism is any worse now and warrants further erosion of our civil liberties. Then as now, talks and 
withdrawal of troops are much more effective tools than surveillance at stopping any real or perceived terrorist threat. 


At one me the Norwegian government tried to ban fishermen getting together in knitting circles as they were seen as 
too subversive. 3 seems that the powers that be will always seek to control a population by any means necessary and 
We are now seeing this in digital form. Social networking sites should really be for, you guessed it, social networking and 
not ล tool for government stooges. In the Iranian elections, Facebook and Twitter served as tools for the people, 
exposing governmental corruption and bogus election results. In an ideal world this is exactly what these sites should 
be for, true democracy where people have a say in their future and not a method of Orwellian population control. 


THE SPINNING DOCTORS 


Our rotating panel of health professionals are here to alleviate your medical misery 


This month: Dr Nervy on Ai 


ervy would perhaps let himself gradually become "Dr Angry” but for the warning images of Jeremy Clarkson ever 
present a button-press away on Dave. Angry (and grumpy) old men are a pain but he will allow himself a further 
little observation on the subject, continuing from our first issue. 


Anger, ANGER, Nervy reckons, is the most misunderstood and unfairly despised emotion. The NHS officially fights it with 

the Inhumanity of Zero Tolerance and ignores it with the inaccessibility of substantive psychological therapies. And Dave 
trivialises it with a permanent screening of Jeremy Clarkson (who is mostly just aesthetically irritated) However, there are 

very many people who have very good and justifiable reasons to be REALLY angry - though of course emotions are not born 

out of logic but are the primitive, overwhelming and, while they last, totally engaging and ultimately exhausting responses 
which by-pass our thinking brains. They do always nevertheless have causes, and I believe that those causes can justify such 
intense responses and cannot necessarily be expected to be managed at the time they break out. OK, so why is Nervy angry? 
Real anger I would say basically ALWAYS originates from a sense of injustice. And paradoxically I’m angry that some of my 
patients are blamed for their anger which comes from an extreme sense of injustice in their lives which is maintained by an 
unwillingness of those who have power over them to listen, be honest and realistic and to admit their own mistakes. Somehow 
they are expected to deal with it and if they don’t they are locked up, fined, or excluded in some way.... And if the injustice is 
great enough, then Nervy would not expect anything other than explosions. An explosion of course may well occur somewhere 
unexpected and untimely, like a blow-hole of molten lava that may perhaps open up when a crab randomly shifts a stone on 

the ocean floor. So while Nervy advocates tolerance, his own anger at the injustices he sees increases, and his efficacy potentially 
becomes severely compromised Nervy watched a film earlier this week - "The Class”, which won the Palme d'Or at the Cannes 
Film Festival 2008, and is stocked by all good branches of Blockbuster. Watch it if you haven't already is Nervy’s advice. 

(unless you really can't cope with subtitles). It is a story of a school teacher who tries to teach a class of delinquent kids in a 

way that overcomes their prejudices. What it illustrated (to Nervy) was that if you try to help those who have suffered injustice 
you have to be very, very careful... 


At the best, the unlikely result will be that through amazing vision and scrupulous honesty, integrity and co-operation you will 
manage, albeit traumatically, to resolve the situation, win them over, and help everyone concerned — and one could see how the 
teacher in the film nearly got there. But most likely you will end up with what he did - just a slightly different mess from what 
there was originally, despite a lot of effort and pain, and be discredited yourself because without any support, ultimately you 
couldn't hack it and couldn't admit it, were not completely even-handed, got angry and lost the trust you had begun to establish. 
Nervy has taken note and feels daunted. Could an alternative approach be to try and promote anger as an acceptable emotion f 
anyone to express? Nervy believes that the current discrimination against those with personality disorders and behavioural 
problems, and the excommunication of so-called terrorists from the political arena are parallel errors which will continue to ` 
breed more anger and then violence until | they are seen retrogpectivaly t to have bees the crimes against Humanity o of our own: 
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"The concept of exercise being good for you is nothing new. Hippocrates, the father of medicine, described the merits of physical 


4. To keep learning, 
5. To give to their neighbours and communities. I will cover the other 4 “fruits” in later 


` are highest.Try and improve your exercise FIT score: 
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On Yer Bike, Go for a Hike - just do something 
By Dr Feelgood 


I see a lot of people who think they can’t change. It is great to see the people come back who have had a go and now exercise 
regularly, they look different , more upright in posture, feel happier and some have been able to stop medication because of this. 


So let's get active 


activity as a “potential fountain of youth”. Exercise has been referred to as one of the five fruits by Foresight, the government 
think-tank "Mental Capital and Wellbeing Report". This report describes Behavior that could help people feel better about 
themselves and was compiled by over 400 scientists over 2 years. The “five-a-day” programme of social and personal activities 
that can improve mental wellbeing, much as eating fruit and vegetables enhances physical health is: 


People should try 


1.To be active, 
2.To connect with others, 
3.To take notice of their surroundings, 


articles.What are the health advantages of regular exercise. There is evidence that 
regular exercise is linked with significant reductions in illness and death associated 
with the following: 


๑ Cardiovascular disease; ล third of deaths from coronary heart disease could be prevented 
if people would start taking more exercise. 

๑ Diabetes; delaying onset and improving sugar control. 

* Obesity. 

* Cancer, particularly colon cancer. 

* Arthritis with improved physical function. 

* Osteoporosis, with fewer fractures. 

* Prevents or delays the development of high blood pressure and 
reduces blood pressure in people with hypertension. 

* There is also reduced anxiety and depression, enhanced well-being; improved self 
esteem. Exercise is as effective as antidepressants for mild to moderate depression. 
Indeed some are saying it is a wonder drug and wonder why it is not more readily 
prescribed. 


NHS Northamptonshire has a vision for 
Northamptonshire to be the fittest county in he country 


NHS Northamptonshire have various programmes in place, including the MEND programme (Mind, 
Exercise, Nutrition, Do it). The Mend programme is being run in local leisure centers equiping 
7-13-year-olds, parents and carers with knowledge and skills to establish and maintain healthy 
lifestyles, this links with the national programme changedlife, 
http://www.nhs.uk/change4life/Pages/Default.aspx . For older people there are 12 health 
trainers in the county, encouraging people to set targets to change to healthier lifestyles, 
providing advice and follow-up. Exercise on prescription is available across the town linking 
GP surgeries to leisure centres with reduced rates for induction, a personalized programme 
and reduced gym costs. Special provision has been made for Castle Ward (including Spring 
Borough), with reduced rates for Exercise Prescription via NHS / Borough Council partnership 
scheme "Fit For a Fiver". This gives three months of membership to Borough Council Gyms 
for £5, extended to another 3 months if the person attends the gym on average 3 times a 

week in first 3 months. With the healthy walking scheme and Age Concern cycling courses 
the list of people trying to encourage exercise goes on... and on. 


What dose of exercise? 


At least three 20 minute sessions per week is recommended. However these sessions can be divided into 
portions lasting at least eight minutes. Exercise should be moderate 50-69% of maximum heart rate or an 
exertion rating of 6-7/10. Exercising with others is better than exercising alone, you have the added 
advantage of someone to encourage you when you dont feel up to it, as well as the positive relationship of 
an exercise buddy. Exercising in the morning is best for our mood when our depressing cortisol chemicals 


Frequency Intensity Timing (duration). 


Do something! 


Getting into a habit takes time. Despite having been a keen sportsman, with all the above knowledge it took me 6 months to 
get into the habit of exercising 3 times a week once I had made the personal commitment to try and get “fit and not fat”. We 
take time to change our habits, so be patient and keep trying.Having friends to exercise with helps and for those that don’t, ,. سے‎ 
consider group exercise or seeing a health trainer to get you going and keep you motivated. One of my patients met her 
husband at an exercise class. You don't have to expose yourself to lycra. There are groups that are sensitive to individual 
needs so shop around and find one that suits you. It doesn't have to be the gym. I personally prefer hiking, having recently got 
to top of Kilimanjaro with a friend on behalf of Alzheimer Society - this covers all 5 "fruits". 


Just do something. 
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a elinda Gebbie 


Former San Francisco underground cartoonist, professional 

pornographer, author, sculptress, lecturer,and illustrator of 

Lost Girls [written by Alan Moore]. Melinda now resides in 
(© for her sins. 
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| do gardening, art work, chewing gum and kicking ass. Hate 
politicians and red tape. | like being outside. 
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www.mitchjenkins.com Mitch Jenkins photographer 


ری 


Fra Alex Musson 
I 7 | A g^ E 
SN 


Web designer by day, comedy mag writer by night. 
Mustard is photocopied in front of a live studio audien 


www.mustardweb.org/alex 
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จ pteve Aylett 


Author of books such as LINT, Slaughtermatic, And Your Point Is? 
and The Inflatable Volunteer, as well as creating the comics 

‘The Caterer’ and 'Get That Thing Away From Me’. He is quite stern. 
www.steveaylett.com 


Josie Long 


Josie Long is sorry about her non-appearance and promises she'll 
be back next time. She showed us an excuse note from her mum, 
but it was in her handwriting and written on her knee, so we'll see. 


. Simon Cooper 


Illustrator, GSOH, 21ish, honest, reliable, short hair‏ فك 
short, hairy, likes drawing and colouring in.‏ 


www.cooperillo.com 
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Savage Pencil 


For more information visit: 
www.savagepencil.com 
Email: savx@saviab.demon.co.uk 
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I A young musician, trying to bring music back 
to a respectable state - Check me out on 
www.soundclick.com/illuzionproductionz 


3 
^ Norman Adams 


Norman Adams is trouble, or at least will do until trouble 
gets here. 


pl amsyn Payne 


Tamsyn can be found mostly poking about in charity shops and testing 
cake. She has been justifying her haberdashery fetish for years by 
making and selling handmade thingies to people who seem to want 


Local Services 

Welfare Rights Northampton 01604 636112 
Citizens advice Northampton 0870 120 2433 
CAN Northampton 01604 622121 SN 
Housing and debt advice Northampton 01604 623700 AZZ 


them. She runs the Nook Cafe in the Fishmarket Gallery, just for the kicks. 
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FER Create 
Northampton based design team. Graphic design, webdesign 
7 and Photography. www.wallacecreate.com 


Us 


Loves Molotow, doodling, wine and walls. 
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Š 8 ave Hamilton 


Co-author of the Selfsufficientish Bible and 
selfsufficientish.com. He also works as a 
freelance writer and runs wild food/foraging 
courses. Contact dave@selfsufficientish.com 


Ellie Mains was roped in to illustrate Dave 
Hamilton's articles. Although this is her first 
ever commission, she rather enjoyed it and 
would be willing to do it again! 
Contact eleanor.mains@gmail.com 
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Nevin O'Neill 
Stone Age comic book artist, who refuses to be dragged beyond the 


19th Century.Kevin has ink in his veins and dyslexia explains him 
having the world’s largest collection of corn. 


endi Jarre 


Wendy Jaret’s Food for Health activities supports a range of local 
communities and their ‘getting to grips with food’. She is keen to 
encourage enjoyment of the processes in her teaching, sharing and 
learning. After all, we all have ideas, traditions or ‘tips’ that can lead to 
something unexpected and new! 

Contact her on 07749873187 or email : wendi4news@hotmail.co.uk 


Gary Ingham 5585/79 <> 


Writer of Blank Stares and Cricketclaps fanzine, and chief hassle- 
stirrer of Broken Shackle Tabernacle live music promotions of 
Northampton. Gary was awarded a certificate for completing the 
25metres front crawl in 1986. www.myspace.com/brokenshackle . 
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t) Short and Smiley. Passing on straight information for you to take 
as you please. www.myspace.com/annabel_tinc 
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J tartin Marprelate 


7 Martin Marprelate has been active in radical politics since the 


English Civil War of 1645, and thinks we should behead the 
next King Charles as well for being guilty of Duchy Originals. 


Margaret Killjoy 


۷ Margaret Killjoy is an itinerant and adventurer who contributes 
regularly to SteamPunk Magazine and Strangers In A Tangled Wilderness. 
They have ablog: www.birdsbeforethestorm.net. 


teve Moore 


Steve Moore is an old loony who used to write comic-books. Now, 
thankfully, he writes what he likes. 


Paul Chessell 


Art Direction + Design + Typography. Email 
paul@paulchessell.com or go to www.paulchessell.com 


Homelessness www.kirkbytrust.org.uk 
Northampton Volunteers Centre Northampton 01604 637522 
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07974 885 450 


Tel 


tel: 01604 230 826 | 
email: info@wallacecreate.com 
web: www.wallacecreate.com 
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Sewing Workshops 
Knitting Lounge 
Design Studio 
Boutique 


5-7 Burns Street, 
Northampton NN2 2QE 


Northamptonshire 
Community Foundation 


1 
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٠ Northampton’ s Cosiest Corner Open in March! 


FOR SELF 


arts café 


Homemade Cakes, Soup & 
Doorstep Sandwiches, Tea in Pots, 


Interesting Beer, Comedy, 
Live Music & Much More! 
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www.fishmarketgallery.co.uk 3 
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myspace.com/spiralarchiverecords 


SPIRAL 
ARCHIVE 


New & Used 


Records & CD’s 


St. Michaels Road, Northampton 
WED - SAT 11am - 4pm 


stores.ebay.co.uk/spiralarchiverecords 
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Close Encounters is one of the UK's leading 
comic and graphic novel 

specialists, stocking all the latest comics 
graphic novels and manga. 


Visit one of our stores to find gifts, 
collectables and and a wide range of reading 
material for all ages. 


Can't get to a store? 

Then our website is for you! Is secure and 
easy to use with new products being added 
every week. 


Close Encounters 

59 Midland Road 

Bedford 

MK40 ۷ 

+44 (0)1234 270 777 
sales@closeencounters.co.uk 


Close Encounters 
29 Abington Square 


comics 
figures manga 
Ww. Graphic now 


T OOLS www.tfsrnorthampton.org.uk 
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/80861 661657 


ISBN 978-0-86166-165-7 


ON 


SOUTHERNPRINT 
= . 
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